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every  stage.     Suffice it to say that we reached
Nijni Uclinskj after some delay and trouble, on the
31st  of August; and with  the   exception   of the
desert, I do not think I have ever made a rougher
or more  uncomfortable  journey than that   from
Touloung to  this   town.    The  last   stage  was a
terrible  one, and I thought more   than once we
should have to abandon all hope of reaching Nijni
Udinsk that night at any rate.    About half-way the
horses, of which we had seven in, shied while cross-
ing a rickety wooden bridge, both near wheels went
over the edge, and for a few moments things looked
ugly.    Though the team plunged a good deal, how-
ever, no  harm was  done, and by the   aid of two
young fir-trees that our yemstchiks cut down, we
got the clumsy vehicle hoisted  on to  terra firma
again.    Although  well  broken   into   jolting   and
shaking by camel-cart experiences, I do not think I
ever made a more fatiguing journey.    Our bodies
and bones ached for days after.

"We were detained some time at the ferry over
the River Uda, on which river the town of Nijni
Udinsk is situated, for a caravan of over 200 carts
was being taken across, and it was quite an hour
before we managed to persuade the ferry-man to
take us on board, In the meantime we amused
ourselves watching the busy scene and the frantic
efforts made by men and horses to drag the heavy
tea-carts up the steep river-bank. Not a hundred
yards off3 a young and pretty woman was bathing
in the stream, stark naked, a proceeding which
seemed to amuse not a little the ragged, wild-look-
ing fellows in charge of the caravan. Some, bolder